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Desire 


Author's Notes: 
Part one of a three part drabble-ish Steve x Dave centric mini fic | came up with. | also attempted a slightly 
different writing style, please leave a review if you dig it :) 


‘| want you,' murmured a husky voice against Steve's exposed earlobe, the bassist feeling the heat of a 


familiar body pressing against his back as a strong callused hand closed over his throat. 


It made the bassist's cock twitch, sending lustful bolts of arousal and anticipation down his spine. He could feel 
the heated hardness through layers of clothing, digging into the small of his back; could feel a strong palm 
press down faintly over his adams apple. It bobbed as he swallowed hard, mouth suddenly dry; eyes hooded and 
hazy. 


‘Tonight; the voice added, a burning hot tongue dipping into the shell of Steve's ear and making the man 
shudder. 


He didn't fight back as long, strong fingers took a firm hold of his jaw; didn't make a move when a wandering 


hand ghosted down the front of his torso to dip into the fabric of his shirt to teasingly rub his lower belly. 


Instead, he gave a quick, needy nod; the breath gushing into his damp ear making him almost dizzy with desire. 


‘Good boy, Steve, chuckled the voice, a brief lisp to the name and the bassist's eyes fell shut momentarily as 
fingertips ghosted beneath the hem of his jeans; the hand on his throat tightening its grip. ‘Two hours. Be 
there: 


And then the other man was gone, leaving Steve wobbling on his own, excitement coursing through his veins as 


he stood, weak on the knees with a tidally throbbing cock and a hammering heartbeat 


Surrender 


Author's Notes: 
Part two, short as the previous one but a little more sharp with delivering action, haha, hope you enjoy and 


don't forget to leave a review 3 


Knees and fore arms supported Steve's weight, his ass in the air as the other man rode him hard, making him 


shiver and shake; keening with each thrust. 


It was a sort of freedom, to let go of the reigns and give up control. The power was in the other man's hands 
now, he held all the aces; and as the man rolled his hips, the bassist dug his nails into his own palms hard 
enough to draw blood. As his thick curls were yanked and pulled, neck exposed and teeth sinking into tender 


flesh; Steve cried out. He felt the heady pleasure; pulsing all the way down into his thighs, up into his belly. 


‘You're close, eh? | can feel it, feel you getting tighter, grunted that voice lustfully, a firm hand sweeping the 
long dark curls aside so that a greedy mouth could assault the bassist's nape. 


The words made Steve's eyes roll back into his head, his balls tight and taut; his insides clenching. He was 
almost there; he could feel the climax whirling closer with each rhythmical stab, the sweat sheening their 
bodies making the movements even more fluid and slippery. A thumb found the head of the bassists weeping 
cock, the foreskin pulled back as it pressed down against the slit. 


One jab. Faster, uneven as it speared Steve's prostate. Two. Falling out sync, out of time. Three. A sudden, 
unexpected pressure to the sensitive spot hidden behind the head. The world exploded, faded into darkness; into 
a fog of peaking ultimate satisfaction. Steve's body quaked, convulsed; he might have screamed, throat raw and 


mouth tasting of iron 

He didn't have control, didn't have a say. Couldn't stop the ropes of cum painting the mattress in stripes as 
the waves crashed over him. Couldn't resist, couldn't say no, couldn't - didn't want to. Filled to the brim; owned, 
claimed, used. 


‘You did good, love. 


Love. Steve loved every minute of it. 


Deduction 


Author's Notes: 
Last part, hope it's enjoyable and please leave a review 3 


A mug of steaming hot coffee to reenergize after a mostly sleepless night. Steve's bleary red eyes peered out 
from beneath his wild bangs, regarding his band mates getting about the beginning of their day in the most 
entertaining way on the tour bus. He was sore, bruised, battered. Back in the leader's chair, once again the 


boss. But calmer, more serene; sated. 


A newspaper on the table top in front of him, the written words blurring together. A soft smile as the blonde 
man dropped down beside him. Timid, gentle, sweet. A sweep of golden hair, a flash of bright white teeth 
catching a full, still swollen bottom lip. No trace of last night's conqueror. Steve found himself hoping the 
cheerful blonde might turn into the demanding beast again tonight, tingles passing through his groin. He didn't 
get to decide that, however. It was beyond his control. 


A hand on his thigh, underneath the table. Subtle, no one would notice. But it was there, gently massaging the 
area. Steve found his breath hitching; the tease holding such promise. Making him pliable, submissive. 


‘Morning.’ 


Steve picked his head up, grunting noncommittally as the singer of the band, Bruce Dickinson, entered the 
lounge area. There was a bounce to his step, a smirk on his face, and the bassist returned to his paper as the 
man waltzed up to him and his companion. He pouted when the hand on his thigh disappeared, taking a big gulp 


of his now cool beverage. 


‘Just a friendly advice, Davey, next time you're shagging the boss, keep him quiet, will you? Some of us might 


want to catch some shut eye! 


A giggle snort from the blonde; half embarrassed, half amused. Steve himself choked, nearly coughing up a lung 


in an attempt to save himself from suffocating on coffee; face ten shades of red. 


